TRUE LOVE MURDERED. 


OR A NEW | 


HIALOGUE 


. 
Tt 


BETWEEN 
A Young GENTLEMAN and a MAID of lower Degree; ; 
To the Tune of Fortune my Foe. 


Here was 2a worthy youngSquyer, Then ſtraight ſhe repaired to theCreatur * 
Whom 2 fair Dameſe! did love, Vowing to ſend her away, 
Yet with a {mile ſhe did meer her, 
Saying dear daughter this day, 

'Ler us buy thy atyre, ; 

And all ocher rhings well provide, 

For it is my full deſire, 
That thou ſhould be my Sons Bride, 


Then was the matter contrived, 
Juſt as the mother would have, 
Then into a Captain in private, 
She ſold her to be a ſlave; 
She from old England did ſend her, 
Filled with Sorrow and Woe, 
There was noSoul to defend her, 
But was compelled to ge, 


But won” her Invention was over, - 
 thislove doth inflame me, Sfraight the returns ro her Son, 

O y Dear 1 behold, Freely to him did diſcover, 
Therefore 1 pray you do not blame me, PerfeAly what the had done, | 
For true love is better then Gold: When ae heard what ſhe had Aded, 
Might 7 have wealth out of meaſure, His Rap vl he ſtraight did pull forth, 
Nothing my Fancy can move, Crying like creature Diſtracted, 
For 1 will never Marry for Treaſure, Saying ye ruind us both, 

Ler me have the Creature lloye, Then onthe point of his Raper: 

He did immediatly fall, 

His Life wear our like'a Zaper, 
This was the Ruine of all: 
His Mother more then uſeual, 
Was of a courteous mind, 
Money is the root of all evil, 

Cauſes contenſion we find, 


Then did his Mother outweren, 
Wearie out many a day, | 
Whilſt her dear Son lay 2a Sleeping, 
In a low Bed of Clay, 


Ay and it was ſo intyre, 

That nothing his Fancy could move, 

She Born of Ordinary Parents. 

This when his friends did know, 

Straight ways 79 ſetthem at Yartence, 
Proving their {ad overthrow, 


S-n ſaid the diligent Mother, 

| Ipray thee comelitten to me, 

For 1 have conſidered another, 

Mare (ureablc to thy degree, 

That thou mayelt riſe to preferment, 

She is both vertuous and Fair, 

A Thouland pound to her Portion, 
Therefore thy Folly forbear; 


I can mantain like a Laay, 

She whom 1 do-much adore, 

Thea having got Riches already, 

What need | Covet for more, 

If you give me not on penny, 

I have a hundreth a year. 

And it I Marry with any, 
it ſhall be with Na»fte my Dear: 


Now Son if your Lovebe ſo Rooted, 
Thar from her ye can not part, 
Thea by me it ſhall nor be diſputed, 


Lhenrake her with all my hearr, 

Burt ſhe in this was deccirful, 

As by this ditty you will find, 

or never was Perſon more hateful, 
For Malice remain'd in her mind, 


This was a ſorrowful Ditty, 
She whom He did moſt adore, 


Straight to be ſent from the Nation, 
' Where he ſhallnever ſee her more. 
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